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secret. To dwell in the great city of Berlin appeared to me
much less dangerous, at least during the long time of prepa-
ration which my undertaking would probably require.

From Berlin to Spandau and from Spandau back to
Berlin I did not avail myself of the railroad, because at the
Berlin station the police examined the passcards of every trav-
eler, even on the way-trains, and if my passport, with the
name of Heribert Jiissen, issued in Cologne, appeared too fre-
quently, it might have excited suspicion. I therefore always
hired a street cab, a " droschke," and each time a different
one, on going and coming to and from Spandau, usually mak-
ing the short journey during the night.

The first point to be considered was whether it would be
feasible to liberate Kinkel by force. I soon convinced myself
that there was no such possibility. The armed guard of the
penitentiary itself consisted only of a handful of soldiers and
the turnkeys on duty. It would therefore have been possible
for a number of resolute men to storm the building. But it
was situated in the center of a fortified town filled with sol-
diers, and the first signal of alarm would have attracted an
overpowering force. Such a venture would therefore have
been hopeless. On the other hand, we knew of cases in which
prisoners, even more closely watched than Kinkel was, had
escaped by breaking through barred windows and tunneling
walls, and then being helped to a safe place by their friends.
But this, too, seemed hardly possible in our case for several
reasons, among which Kinkel's lack of skill in the use of his
hands was not the least serious. In any event, it seemed pru-
dent to try first whether or not one or the other of the officers
of the penitentiary could be induced to help us. This sort of
business was extremely repugnant to me. But what would I
not do to save a dear friend, who had been so badly and cruelly
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